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One 


NYC, 2005 


Jon paced the foyer of his condo, watching his phone screen. Waiting. 


Finally, he started typing. Where r u 


Waited five minutes. Ten Pacing. 


His phone dinged and it sent him out of his skin He scrambled to look at it. On my way. Traffic 


"Shif," Jon hissed to himself. He stabbed at the keys of his phone with thumbs manic from adrenaline. The 
show was less than an hour over and it took at least twice that for the stress chemicals to clear from Jon's 


body on an ordinary night. But this wasn't an ordinary night. 


im getting n shower. Let urself in 


Launching himself up the stairs, Jon took a hard left and was jogging toward the master bedroom when his 
phone dinged again. He skidded to a stop and looked. 


dont 


Jon blinked at the screen and waited for the rest of the idea to come through, as he assumed Richie had hit 
the Send button by mistake before his thought was finished. But a minute of waiting with a jackhammer knee 


in the upstairs hall turned into five minutes of shadowboxing and jumping jacks and goddammit, where was he? 


Jon typed: dont what??? 


And did another seventy-five years of jumping jacks until new sweat was crawling down his neck and chest 


over the dried remnants of the concert sweat. 


shower 


"The fuck?" Jon said out loud to himself, shuffling into the master bedroom. He was halfway through a return 


message, when a new one dinged into his phone. 


almost there 


Jon spun around on the spot, as though expecting to see the other man standing behind him. "Almost there," he 
grumbled. "What the fuck does that mean, almost there? That could be five minutes or fucking forty-five 


minutes. Jesus." 


But a moment later, the previous text-and its corresponding unfinished reply-pushed back to the front of 
Jon's mind and he turned toward the ensuite, waited for his brain to catch up, then back toward the door to 
the hallway. Toward the bathroom again. Then he deleted what there was of the text he had started, and 


wrote a new one: pig 


This time the response was almost instantaneous: ;) 


Jon stuffed the phone in his pocket and trotted out of the bedroom and back downstairs, made his way for 
the kitchen this time. He stood in front of the wine cooler pretending to think about which bottle to choose. 
Pretending this was some sophisticated affair for which his sophisticated sommelier skills were required. And 
after the requisite minute or two had passed, he reached inside and pulled out the tequila he knew all along 
was going to be his choice. He rummaged through drawers until he found a corkscrew and popped open the 
bottle. The odor of the booze assaulted his nose immediately; Jon bought expensive shit now that he could, but 
he still didn't like the taste of tequila, nor the smell of it. Tonight, it could have been some ten-dollar spring 
break kid shit and it wouldn't have mattered; the drunk it gave was the best for either fighting or fucking and 
it didn't matter one tiny bit if it was classy or cheap. 


Jon took a long pull straight from the bottle and grimaced, before grabbing a few highball glasses from the 
cupboard. He had no idea when Richie was going to be there, and there was really no point in pouring anything 
yet. His jackhammer knee started again, and he pulled out his phone, wandering back into the foyer. 


eta? 


He had barely pushed send when he thought he saw the faint flash of headlights swinging through the 


darkness, rounding the turn toward his front door. 


"Ah!" he said, smiling broadly so that his lips barely conceded to being wrapped around the neck of the tequila 
bottle again for another huge gulp. He threaded the rims of the glasses between the fingers of one hand and 
strolled into the living room, clinking them softly together along the way. 


The faint beeping of the front door's security system indicated its approval to its visitor. The door clicked 
shut and then, 


"Hey! Jonny!" 


Jon sunk into the couch and put the glasses on the coffee table. He had filled one of them halfway up when 
Richie appeared around the corner from the foyer. Jon held out the bottle by way of greeting. 


"Tequila?" he said. 


Chuckling low in his throat, Richie crossed to the couch, stripping off his jacket as he walked. He tossed the 
jacket on the floor and took the bottle from Jon's hand. "You get started yet?" he asked, taking a long drink 


from it himself. 


"Yep. 


Richie deposited the bottle on the coffee table next to the glasses and scooped Jon's head up in both hands. 


"You're gonna need it tonight," he said, crushing his mouth to the other man's, preventing a response. 


A verbal response, anyway. Jon's body responded right on cue, and he climbed onto the other man's lap, 
spreading his thighs around his hips, and pushed against him, urgent and rhythmless. He felt the other man's 
fingers snaking up into the back of his hair, through the grime of sweat and smoke and hairspray, before 
locking onto a fistful of it and yanking his head back. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" Jon groaned, and Richie leaned in to lick up the length of his throat, pausing 
to suck at his Adam's apple. 


Richie nestled his mouth against Jon's ear to respond. "It means I'm gonna use you up, pretty thing." 


The strength left Jon's torso and he felt himself slump in closer to Richie, struggling to keep himself upright. 


Richie pulled him down onto into the cushions. 


"You shoulda been naked already," he said, pushing Jon's shirt up to his armpits. Jon raised his arms to allow 


himself to be stripped of it. 


‘| coulda got a shower..." 


"Mm-mm. You know | want you dirty.” 


Richie tugged at the fastenings of Jon's pants, and Jon felt the man's fingers slide into the sweat-damp curls 
of hair hidden behind. Richie lowered his face to kiss the fuzz right below Jon's navel. 


Im gonna use you up 


Ah, Jon knew what it meant. He knew what it meant from the moment Richie had texted him not to shower. It 


meant- 


pretty thing 


-Richie was in that mood. The one where he wanted complete surrender. And he knew how to get it, even when 


Jon was sure he wouldn't be able to give it. Richie Sambora had ways 


"You gonna give me time to pregame?" Jon said, and a wide grin spread slowly across the other man's face. 


Sitting back, Richie reached for the already-filled glass on the coffee table. "Drink up," he said, handing the four 


fingers of liquid abandonment over before pouring his own. "Don't stop til there's two of me." 


i want you dirty 


Jon was never sure if he could offer complete surrender. Not sober. But he was sure as fuck that he needed 


it. 


"| always wanted to try a threesome," Jon said, swallowing a good half of what was in his glass in one gulp. The 


swigs he'd taken straight from the bottle were already warming him, already starting to tingle his legs. 


Richie laughed a little, a soft, deep thing that sounded more like a growl than levity. "Not with me. | don't 


share." 


The tingle in Jon's body intensified, independent of the tequila. Yeah, Richie knew how to score surrender. 


